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man. " Ten years agone, you and I took down from, thenee another head. Oh, foolish head, to get yourself at last up into that same place! Why would you not be ruled by her, you foolish golden head?"
"Martin!" said Torfrida,
" Take it and comb iti mistress, as you used to do. Comb out the golden locks again, fit to shine across the battlefield. She has let them all get tangled into elf-knots, that lazy slut within."
Torfrida took it from his hands, dry-eyed, and went in.
Then the monks silently took up the bier, and all went forth, and down the Eoman road toward the fen. They laid the corpse within the barge, and slowly rowed away.
" And past the Deeping, down the Welland stream, By winding reaches on, and shining meres Between grey reed-ronds and green alder-heds, And the brown horror of the homeless fen, A dirge of monks and wail of women rose In vain to Heaven for the last Englishman ; Then died far off within the boundless mist, And left the Frenchman master of the land."
So Torfrida took the corpse home to Crowland, and buried it in the choir, near the blessed martyr St. Waltheof; after which she did not die, but lived on many years,1 spending all day in nursing and feeding the Countess Godiva, and lying all night on Hereward's tomb, and praying that he might find grace and mercy in that day.
1 If In<nilf can be trusted, Torfrida died about A.B. 1085.